7%e Tragedy ^ ' 

Bufwherc to morrow ? well all is one for tha^ f 
Whohathdcfbried the number of the foe ; 

Nor, Six Dr fcuen thoufandis their gteateft numbefi • 
iT/«^,VV hy, our battali#n trebles that account, 
Befid^^S^thc^Kingsname is a Tower of ftrcngth, ■ 
WhicHthey ypon the aduerfe party want; ■ 

V p with my Tent there,valiant Geotlemen, 

Let vs>luEney the vantage of thefield. 

Call for fomemen of found direilion,* < 

Lets want no dilciplin^make no delay. 

For Lords to morrow isa bufie day, Exeauti ' ■ 

Enter Richer dv:>ith the Lerdi* ^ 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath madea golden feat; Je/( 
And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Garre, 

Giues llgnall of a goodly day to morrow, 

W here is Sir William Brandon , he fhall beare my ftanderdj’ , 
. The Earle of Pembroeke keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blmt^ beare my good night td him, 

A nd by the fecond houre ia the mornings n 
Delire the Earle to fee me in my Tent . 

Yet one thing ipore , good Blunt before thou goefii' 
Where is Lord *^M»/(^.quarterd, doc ft thou know ? 

Blmt. Vnlelfe I baue miftaine hi’s colours much. 

Which well I am afluf d ,I haue not done^^ 

His regiment liethhalfe a mile at leafti' ' 

SouthfromthemightypoweroftheKing,' 
-If.withoucperrjllit bepolfible, 

GoodGaptaine Blunt beare my good nightto him 
And giue him from me this moA necdfull fcrowle* 

Blunt. Vponmy life my Lord , He undertake it* 
Farewell Good Blunt* 

Giue me fomc.Inke and paperin my Tent; 

He draw the forme and fnodle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion pur fmall ftrength : 
Comeletys confultvpon the morrowes bufinclTc,' u 
In^ourTenf, the airc is raw and cold ‘ 

Enter King^ichard^Not . Ratclijfe^Catesby*^ ^ 
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rat It Is fix of the clocke, full fupper-time* 

Si willnot fup tonight,giue me feme Inkeand Tapes 
vvhat is my Beauer cafier then it was > 

And all my armour layd into my tOTt, 

Cat. Jt is my Liege, and allThings are m readmefle, 

X/«.' Good hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfc carefull watch,chufe trufty Centiriell, 

ATffr. Igoemy Lord* , nr ^ it ■ 

. Ktn. Stur-with the Larke to morrow gentle lyorfolkf* 
jVer.l warrant you my Lord, 

Kin* Catesby* 

R^r.MyLord. 

jf/».Send outaPurfeuantat armes 
To Stanleyt regiment, bid him bring his power 

Before Sun'rifing,leaft his fonne fall 

Into the blind cauc of eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch,. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

looke that my ftaues be found and not too heaay 
Rrft.My Lord. , , , j a 

iCi». Sa weft thou the melancholly L.A7m04WPW4»4 f 

"Rat. T homas the Earle of S urrej, and himfelfe j 
Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chcring vp the fouldiers. 

Kin.So lamfaiisfied, ghie meabouleof Wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of ^irit. 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe,is Inke and Tpaper ready? 

Rrff. It is my Lord. 

Kin* Bid my guard watch,leauc me, 

RatcUfe about the mid ft of nightcome to my tent 
And helpe to arme me,leaueme I fay. Exit r 

Enters arty to Richmond in his tent* 

IDar. Fortune ancl victory fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in la w , ri . 

Tell me how fares our noble mother ? ' ' ' Unnrto 

Ear, I by atturney blefl'e thee from thy mother, ^ 

Who prayes continually fot good 

La ’ So 


